











































































































ng. ( Carmen .) Bizet. 

ftoreabor Souq. 

Mr. CLAUDE DYER. 

Qf IRS, your toast a courteous answer claiming, 

I lift my glass to soldiers gay and bold ; 
Torreros, like you, with courage flaming, 

Thrill with joy when they combats behold, 

See th’ arena thronged with crowds of people, 

The seats are filled above, below, 

Loud bells ring out from every steeple, 

All the world has come to the show. 

Hark ! what shouting ! what frenzied voices 
When the bull flies out with angry roar, 

Ah ! ’tis then the Torrero rejoices, 

Sure of honour when the fight is o’er. 

Look out 1 beware! ah ! 

Toreador, now guard thee, 

Bear thou in mind when combat thee elates, 

Two bright eyes fondly regard ! 

For thee a fond heart waits, Toreador ! 

Suddenly, there comes a silence, 

Ah ! what has happened now ! 

All hearts are beating high, 

’Tis a mighty bull comes rushing out of the toril. 

See, he flies, his foe he reaches, 

Down goes a gallant horse, with him goes a picador! 
Ah ! brave Toro ! shout out the people, 

On goes the bull, now here now there raging he flies, 
Till maddened by the banderilleros, 

In frenzy wild now fights; 

Th’ arena streams with gore, 

Many, see, for safety climb the fences, 

Now then, Toreador, 

’Tis time ! prepare ! beware ! 

Toreador, now guard thee, &c. 
















































